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Live Political Story 
of the Female of the Species 
and the Predatory Male 


HIGH EXPLOSIVE 


SOPHIE 


KERR 


T HERE Is only one James Bar- 
rlngham. and hfm It Is ever a 
privilege to know. Even at 
the times when he remembers 
that his written and spoken word on 
International law Is respected as au- 
thority the world over he Is still a 
real person, and as human as they're 
made. But when he dives Into the 
past and salvages the picturesque 
days of his youth and poverty, then, 
then la he the Joy of all good lis- 
tenera 

We had been talking idly of the 
changes of recent years, and some 
one asked him. curiously, whether or 
not he was an advocate of women In 
politics 

And then he told us this story: 

All I've got now I'd exchange on 
the Instant to live over again the 
time when I was scrambling through 
my law courses, living on two meals 
a day. The queer part of It was that 
1 thought It was fun even then. 

But once pneumonia got me and 1 
was taken to a hospital. My real 
ordeal began when 1 was discharged 
as cured, too weak to do more than 
stagger along, without a cent in my 
pocket and hardly a friend In the 
city. I went out into a November 
sleetstorm and. after I'd draaged 
myself a block or two, fell. uncon- 
scious on the street. 

I dropped down on the very steps 
of Cyrus Hooper's house, and Mrs. 
Cyrus came out and found me. A 
beautiful, big red-headed woman she 
was. with a heart as big and as open 
as the plains of her native state. She 
picked me up herself— I didn't weigh 
very much after pneumonia — and she 
carried me Into the house and put me 
down on a sofa, wrapped me in blan- 
kets and tried to give me something 
hot to drink. 

When I came to. there she was. 
leaning over me. "You poor kid." Bhe 
said. "Lie still. Don't try to talk.” 

Then I heard her speaking to some 
one in the room. "Cy." she said. "I 
Just wish you'd look at this boy 1 
found fallen down In front of the 
house. I've sent for the doctor — I 
don’t know what's the matter with 
him, but he looks half starved and 
sick enough to be In bed." 

"My good Geneva." a man's voice 
answered "you don't know but he's 
got the smallpox." 

"He hasn't got the smallpox." she 
answered, with a sort of laugh In her 
voice, "because if he had he'd be 
spotted." 

She came to my side and 1 man- 
aged to gasp out that I'd Just come 
from a hospital, where I'd had pneu- 
monia. and that I'd be all right in a 
few minutes. 

•'There now. Cy." she said, tri- 
umphantly. "you see — ho hasn't got 
the smallpox. He's wasted away to 
skin and bone, the poor boy! Here, 
slip an arm under his head and we ll 
carry him upstairs." 


I'm anything but an organization! 
man. If he thought differently — well. 
I wouldn't be here In Washington — 
you know that." 

"You've never fought him because 
you've never had to." she replied. 
"But that doesn't mean that you won't 
when you have to. Now. does It?" 

"You know it doesn't," said he. 
quietly. 

"That's the worst of politics." she 
mused. "You've got to work with 
such abominable tools to get any- 
where or anything." 

"It's not only the worst of politics," 
said Hooper, "It's the worst of life. 
But we're here to give Ryerson an 
awful run for his money when he 
shows his hand. And then I'm going 
back home and make my next cam- 
paign on a clean platform. And I'll 
win." 


* * * * 


* # * * 


CAN hear her voice yet— deep and 


warm, with a sort of sweet 


resonance In It. like the murmur in- 
side a violin when the strings are 
touched very gently. 

She and Cyrus carried me upstairs 
and put me to bed. and I stayed right 
there for a week. Mrs. Hooper nursed 
me, and found out everything about 
m»— past, present and future. Natu- 
rally. as soon as I was well enough, 
she took my life in hand and ar- j 
ranged It for me. 

I was to stay right there, in her 
house, and be Cy's private secretary 
when I wasn't working at my studies. 

I oould help Junior In some or the 
studies which ho found hardest. 1 
was to occupy a little room in the 
third story of their little cramped 
house, and I was to have all my meals 
with them. 

I didn’t resist her. not for a mo- | 
ment, for my bout with Illness had 
frightened me. I made all sorts of 
good resolutions about how I'd buckle 
down to my studies and what I'd do 
for the woman who'd rescued me from 
death, or worse. 

But I am forgetting Cyrus, and why 
he needed a private secretary. It was 
his first term In Congress and he was 
actually living on his salary 'and 
voting as his conscience told him. He 
had brains— a brain with an edge 
to It. 

Good old big Cy Hooper! Every one 
knows him now. Congressman three 
terms, governor, senator two terms; 
he Just missed the nomination for 
President. 

The Hoopers had a little house on 
an obscure street, and there they 
made a real home. Of course, they 
wars nobody, but they were glad 
•f It. 

Geneva had that clear skin that 
now and then comes with red hair — 
that creamy, delicious color that 
makes a beautiful red-headed woman 
more beautiful than any other. Her 
lips were very red and her eyes were 
brown. I could rave on about her for 
hours. There never was any ono like 
her. She was Impulsive and generous, 
and yet level-headed. She was In- 
terested In every new reform move. 
She knew the whole game of politics 
through and through, as well as 
Cyrus did, yet she was what Is called 
a homo woman, and what a cook! 
Old-fashioned things, you know, that 
nobody ever hears of nowadays. 

Wall, the reason why Cyrus needed 
the services of a secretary was this: 
Quito contrary to the usual prece- 
dent. ha had been appointed to two 
ooamlttees. one very Important and 
desirable — publlo lands— for a west- 
ern man. that Is, and ono fairly so — 
mines and mining. This brought 
Cyrus Into thd limelight, and natu- 
rally his work Increased with his Im- 
portance. He was not fooled by It. 
however. He was a cautious man and 
shrewd, besides which he had been 
more or less In state politics all his 


T HAT was the first conversation 
that let me see where they stood, 
and the thing about It that Inter- 
ested me most, youngster that I was. 
was that they didn't fool themselves 
about anything — they knew their pos- 
sibilities and their difficulties, and 
there was no great-man bunk lurking 
In the mind of either of them. That's 
the kind that goes far — mark my 
words. That's the kind of Americans 
we ought to breed — and don't, always. 

Ryerson I'd hitherto known about 
only vaguely. He was a state boss of 
the old type. He played a long, wait- 
ing game, and he had a certain fero- 
cious elemental strength that most 
men shrank from combating. A 
grizzly-bear sort of man. moroee. vio- 
lent. always on the defensive, and as 
running as a grizzly when he at- 
tacked. 

Gathering all this about Ryerson. 
and desperately grateful to Geneva 
Hooper, you can Imagine with what 
partisan ardor I threw myself Into the 
cause of Cyrus Hooper. I was his 
slave, his pack horse — In so far as 
he'd let me be. Nothing was too much, 
nothing too difficult. Old Tammaa 
Carlyle knew what he was talking 
about when he said that "great men. 
taken up In any way. are profitable 
company." Hooper was a great man. 
In many ways, and knowing him and 
making him my hero. I steadied my- 
self to work and study and decent 
living as nothing else had ever 
steadied me. 

There was plenty of work for me. 
too. for the appointment to the two 
committees made Hooper a man much 
talked of. and a man much In demand 
by all the various party Interests. His 
appointment served notice on the 
world that it was Intended he should 
be re-elected, and that he was to 
be reckoned with In a big way. His 
future was made — If he went right. 
Right meant Ryerson's way. Very few 
peuplo suspected Hooper of deter- 
mined. powerful honesty, and most of 
them would not have trusted him so 
much If they had suspected him of It. 

Cyrus made no parade of his Inner 
self. He went his way. cautiously and 
decently, an he always had done, and 
very cannlly. And. In the meantime, 
ho and Geneva and I and Junior — a 
nice boy the youngster was — lived In 
the little, unfashlonably. homelike 
house in the wilds of Washington. I 
had a desk and a decrepit old type- 
writer In the back parlor — and that 
was Hooper's office. 


Hooper. "He can't get anything on me. 
But '• 

'•What are you afraid of. then?" ask- 
ed Geneva. 

“Oh. I don't know— It's intangible. 
‘But when you're after a man like 
Ryerson you don’t go Into a decent, 
straightforward, stand-up and knock- 
down flght. You fight slime — and vtle- 
n ess— and unspeakable things. If he 
does anything either to -you or Junior, 

"Junior!" said Geneva, and every 
protecting mother that ever lived, hu- 
man or beast, was In her voice and 
In her eyes. "Let him dare to try to 
hurt Junior." 

Hooper gave his big shoulders a 
little shake. •‘Oh, well." he said, "we're 
probably getting all wrought up over 
nothing. Anyway, you know what I'm 
going to do." 

"I knew you'd never do anything 
else." said Geneva. So proud. 8o 
splendid. 

* * a a 


to the Monday before still in this 
parlous state. 


a * * * 


I OOPER came home tired and 
discouraged that day. "There's 


T HAT was the prelude to the horn- 
eric battle of Ryerson and Hoop- 


1 eric battle of Ryerson and Hoop- 
er. Cyrus fought the boss In com- 
mittee; he fought him in the House; 


been a sudden suspicious lull In Ryer- 
son's activities," he said. "That looks 
mighty bad. It's a favoritrf way of 
his to spring some low-down trick at 
the last minute. I wish I was fight- 
ing a man — not a pirate and a thug." 

“Oh, what can he do. Cy?" asked 
Geneva, a little Impatiently. "You're 
Just worn out with this whole miser- 
able business. It's on your nerves." 

"Yes, It's on my nerves." said 
Hooper "It's bound to be. Gen. 
Ryerson's got plenty of men who’d 
swear that Td committed any crime 
on the calendar. If It would get his 
bill through. All I ask Is — be care- 
ful." 

The next day. when Hooper was at 
the house, and Junior was out, a wom- 
an called at the Hooper home, a wom- 
an almost as large and flne-looklng 
as Geneva herself, as far as figure 
went You could not see her face. 
She was veiled three deep. Of course, 


suggested Geneva, mildly, to me. "Or, 
on her hands there, where I’ve tied 
them.” 

The thought of that red-hot poker 
advancing behind her was too much 
for the woman. She began to nod 
her head feverishly. 

"Never mind about burning her Just 
now, Jimmie." said Geneva, "but put 
the poker back In the coals." 

With that she untied her captive's 
mouth and walked around In front of 
her. 

"Ryerson* sent you?" she asked. 

“Yes," said the woman, and slid 
Into a string of oaths and expletives 
against Ryerson such as I'd never 
heard. 

"That'll do." said Geneva, sharply. 
"Now, What's the plan?" 

Bit by bit It came out and Geneva 
wrote It down. Occasionally the 
woman had to be threatened with the 
poker. 

Her name was Tlllle Fletcher. She 
had. Ip her ' youth, known Hooper. 
She had lived in the western uni- 
versity town where Hooper had taken 
his degree— worked his way through. 
She was a bold silly sort, I take It, 
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If she calls for help, gag her mouth 
again. Go down to the kitchen now 
and get the clothesline and wc'Il tie 
her so she'll be perfectly secure^ Un- 
der no consideration let her out of 
your sight, and if I do not come back 
within an hour you are to notify the 
police and send to the house for Cy- 
rus. Here's the address where I'm 
going." 

"Oh, what are you going to do. Mrs. 
Hooper?" I burst out. miserably. 
"Let me go for you. won't you. and 
you stay here with this woman?" 

The captive gave me a disdainful 
look. "I won't eat you. kid." she said. 
And to Geneva: “He's afraid of me. 
all trussed up like this, too!" 

"You do as I say. exactly." said 
Geneva to me. "and remember, if I'm 
not back here in an hour, get Cyrus 
and the police and come to this ad- 
dress — and loBe no time about It, I'm 
going to see Ryerson." 

This news stunned the captive and 
me alike. "You've got your nerve." 
admitted the woman, admiringly. 

“I have," said Geneva. And with 
that she departed. 

Geneva went straight to the hotel 
near the capitol where Ryerson made 
his headquarters when in town. Tf'.lic 
Fletcher was expected, and when 
Geneva came In. all veils, and asked 
for Ryerson. there was no question. 
She was taken at once to the boss' 
sitting room. He was busy with a 
box full of papers, his back to the 
door, as she came in. and he did not 
look around. 

"Well," ho growled, "did you get 
the noble young reformer and his 
wife." 

Geneva threw back her veils. 

"No." she said, "but I've got you." 

The old man wheeled and confront- 
ed her. "Who the devil are you. 
madam?" he asked. 

"I'm Mrs. Cyrus Hooper.” said Gene- 
va, leisurely, standing there with her 
back against the door. "And 1 came 
to tell you that your game's up. 

"You're caught with the goods this 
time, Mr. Ryerson. I know the whole 
filthy business. Tou sent Titlio Fletcher 
to my house to tell me the crudest lie 
that can be told to a woman. You've 
done the same to other women. But 
you got the wrong wife this time. Tlllie 
Fletcher is at my house, tied, hand and 
foot. I've got her signed confession as 
to why she came there. I've sent for 
the head of the Associated 1’rcss bureau, 
and for every man who represents a 
really big newspaper in Washington. 
They're on their way to my house now 
and when they get there I'm going to 
show Tillie Fletcher to them and give 
them her confession to print. I'm going 
to have a lawyer there, too, to decide 
how you can be most fully prosecuted. 
I'm going to run you out of the state, 
you dirty dog. You'll never be able to 
go back there, when they know what 
you've tried to do to the wife of a decent 
man. They'd lynch you. Now. you've 
got Just one chance. Do you want to 
hear It, or do you think you can keep 
on fighting after this?" 


time getting Ryerson's letter to 
Hooper into his hands, and Titcomb's 
into his. and in giving out the In- 
formation to the newspapers. It was 
a splendid victory for Hooper, of 
course. Every one played him up as 
the coming man. It gave him his first 
big boost upward. He's kept on 
climbing. A fine chap. Hooper— a 
real American. 

Tillie Fletcher? Oh. that's funny. 
She was horribly afraid of Ryerson. 
and begged Geneva not to turn her 
out. And Geneva let the woman stay 


in her house for a week or more, 
made her help with the cooking and 
housework, and finally got her ofT to 
New York to a friend of hers, who 
found work for her. 

But. you know — the whole business 
now! How perfectly, how beautifully 
feminine! Which Is to say— ele- 
mental. But since that time I have 
not been much concerned whether 
women are In politics or not. Why 
worry? They can always get what 
they want, anyhow. 

(Copyright. All rights reserved.) 


LARDNER DESCRIBES 
ARCTIC GOLF CLUB 


Steel Balls Barred as They Naturally Head for Pole. 
Ice Tee in Spitzbergen— Daylight Saving a Feature. 


T O the editor: A couple wks. 
ago I printed a article In re- 
Valley dist. and since then 
Valley dist. and since then 
have been beseeched with letters from 
members of golf clubs In other parts 
(of the world asking me to give them 
' the same space like I give to the fa- 
mous Egyptian golf club as they are 
badly in need of new members and 
even such small publicity like I can 
give then. *s a big help In the drive 
for new members which seems like 
It Is universal. 

Wells friends my motto has al- 
ways been live and let live and treat 


ing seal skin coats as a great many 
of them has had their flippers frozen 
trying to hold the bag while the. 
players was making chip shots with 
a ice pick. Without flippers even 
these caddies is a flop. 

Far for the Arctic course is 11 
months and '- days. Doc Cook claims 
to of beat same but his caddy claims 
that he did not count his score for 
the last hole which is the toughest 
hole on the course. 

This last hole is a water hole. The 
tee lays in Spitsbergen and is called 
a Ice tee. The drive is acrost Barents 
sea to Lapland. A slice ball goes 
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* * * * 


GENEVA TINNED ON HER FIERCELY. “IJOVT YOU TRY TO GET AWAY 
OR I’LL PUT YOUR EYES OUT!" 


! TERSON stood there, measuring 


* * * * 


Ha nnd Geneva talked it over, aa 
isy talked over everything. 

"There's something fishy about It." 
dd Cyrua “but as yet 1 haven't been 
>lo to find out what It I a It'll de- 
ilop sooner or later.” 

"Probably sooner." said Geneva. "In 
o meantime, you’ve got a chance to 
ake yourself known — and felt. Cy. 
must be Ryerson — public lands and 
Ines, you know. Oh, Isn't It lnfa- 
oue that a man like him should 
ivo hie dirty paws on a big, glorious 
ate like ours, and to think that he 
illevee that you will play his gams 


Easy. Gen." cautioned Hooper. 
La's got no reason to think that' 


T WAS sitting them pounding away 
one day when the door opened and 
Hooper came home from a session 
at the House. Through my work. I j 
got the feeling that there was chained 
lightning In the room. The place was 
filled up with beating waves of violent 
human anger and combativeness. My , 
hands dropped off the keys and I I 
looked up to see Hooper's face, torn 1 
and ravaged by ail the emotions, with 
which he had so electrically charged 
the room, and yet implacably still and 
set. He Just stood there a minute or 
two, and then he lifted his head and 
called "Geneva" — and though he didn't j 
call loud. It went all through the 
house. 

She came downstairs Instantly. She 
didn’t even stop to lay down her sew- 
ing, but carried it In her bands, a piece 
of red stuff, like blood — and she held It 
clasped to her breast in a frightened 
way. 

“Yes— yes— what Is It?” she called. 

Hooper sat down suddenly, as though 
the mere sight of her had relaxed all 
his tension. "The fight's on. Gen,” he 
said. “Ryerson's here." 

"Oh— h." she said, and that warm, 
rippling voice of here fairly sighed with 
relief. "Ryerson! I thought you had 
hurt yourself — or were sick." She be- 
gan calmly to hunt for her needle In 
that piece of red sewing stuff. Wom- 
en are wonderful, say what you wllL 

"I expect I'll be sick enough before 
the thing’s over,” be said, grimly, but 
he relaxed, too. 

"Tell me about It,” she said, drop- 
ping down on the sofa beside him. 
"When did he come?" 

■Th's morning." said Hooper. "He 
had a sesalon with Senator Titcomb, 
and another with Brush — chairman of 
the public lands committee— and then 
he came after me. *Ie's up to bigger 
game than I thought." 

"What Is It?" Geneva's lips tightened. 

"It's the whole of the Ulfland Hills 
district." said Hooper. "He’s got It all 
sewed up In a sack, ready to carry off. 
The committee has merely to report 
favorably on his bill, and hell have 
the whole thing — 60,000 acres." 

"But. Cy," she Interposed, "he eon't 
get the part where the settlers are?" 

"That's the diabolical part of It, 
honey." said Cy. "Not one of those 
folks has got a clear title. They den't 
own their own homes, that they’ve 
literally made, bit by bit. any more 
than you own the middle of the street 
out there. Ryerson's found that there 
are good mining prospects there, and 
so he's asking Uncle Sam to turn out 
this little band of pioneers and give 
the lands to him. The preliminaries 
are all framed up. The way’s been 
greased In the House, and I dare say 
In the Senate, since that eld gray rai- 
Tltcomb. Is In It." 

“What are you going to do?" naked 
Geneva, but I knew she asked only for 
the Joy of hearing him say It. 

"I'm going to fight Ryerson every 
Inch of the way. In the committee, in 
the House. In the papers and In the 
state,” he vowed. "If he licks me. I'm 
done. I might as well leave the* state. 
Yes. and I will leave the state If 
a skunk like that can rule It. But It's 
going to be one grand big ruction.” 

“And you're going to win." said 
Geneva, sewing on and smiling. 

Tn not afraid for myself," said 


he fought him In the paper, and he 
fought him In his home state. If he 
had been a prominent man in the 
public eye before, you can Judge how 
much he was In It now. It was a dull 
day that there wasn't a cordon of re- 
i porters sitting In the back parlor and 
, crowding my typewriting machine, 
and Cyrus and me in the mlddlo of 
It. giving out stuff at the rate of a 
mile a minute. 

He had some unexpected assistance, 
too. Another representative from his 
own state developed a little backbone 
and gave Cyrus moral support and 
some real aid locally back home, and 
both were more than welcome. 

Moreover, the plain people, the 
farmers and miners and people who 
live In the little bare towns, who knew 
all about the folks In the Ulfland 
Hills district, began "to get tbelr 
dander riz." They rallied to Hooper. 
Some of the little country papers in 
his state came out boldly against 
Ryerson. Then one of the papers in 
the state capital published an ed- 
itorial called "The Handwriting on 
the Wall," In which It prophesied the 
downfall of Ryerson and the rise of 
Cyrus Hooper as the big political 
power of the state. It made a sensa- 
tion. that* editorial, and was copied all 
over the state, with bitter comments 
by the Ryerson press and Joyful ones 
by the Hooper faction. Then one of 
the Washington papers Investigated 
the Ulfland district and sent on some 
sob stuff, with photographs, about the 
poor, horny-handed settlers, with 
their gaunt, pathetic wives and little 
children, who would soon be forced, 
because of the greed and rapacity of 
Ryerson, Into losing their homes — 
their alL One of the New York week- 
lies took It up. with a special story 
or two, tears and righteous Indigna- 
tion oosing In every paragraph. 

Of course, the real brunt of the 
thing fell on Cy. And he was per- 
fectly magnificent — a regular ber- 
serker. He wasn't on the defensive 
for a moment — no trench warfare for 
him. No. he took a grenade in each 
band, stuck his pistols In his belt, 
and with a bowle knife between his 
teeth, he was hot-foot after the 
enemy every minute. It waa beau- 
tiful. 

Yes. It was beautiful — but- It -didn't 
get so very' far. Cyrus was a new 
man: Ryerson was one of the old 
guard, and had affiliations every- 
where. Many a man who would' have 
been glad to vote with Hooper was 
warned by interests in his own state 
not to Interfere with ■ Ryerson. ' The 
situation finally resolved Itself Into a 
deadlock. Ryerson had pulled every 
wire he knew, and he bad a good line- 
up. Hooper felt pretty certain that 
the greater part of the minority party 
wonld stand by him. If for no other 
reason than to harass and annoy the 
majority. And. of course, he had 
friends In the majority party. But did 
he have enough? There was still that 
fatal doubt. But It. was going to be 
far too dose a vote for Ryerson's 
comfort, and the one thing we were 
sure of was that Ryerson himself 
waa bitterly uneasy. He had come 
on to Washington to direct his cam- 
paign In person. He was spending 
money like water. He was throwing 
every ounce of his influence into the 
scales. He waa probably counting 
noses • and checking. lists as desper- 
ately and as doubtfully as wo were. 
Yet that -was cold comfort,- for the 
bill would reach lta place rathe cal- 
endar on . Thursday, aed we had. corns 


| you know that Washington la full of ; 
j odd fish that float about on queer 
i quests — and try to get tho help and j 
j influence of congressmen. When . 
' Geneva came down to her parlor she I 
assumed that this veil-secluded female 
| was one of the usual whimsicalities. 

' A* for me. I was In the back parlor 
behind the curtains, boning sway on 
my law books. v and didn't pay any 
heed to anything until I heard this: 

"Simply because he married you Is 
no reason why he sbould fling me 
awayand refuse to do anything for 
me — and for my child.” 

I sat up with a Jump. Then I heard 
Geneva, at her softest and silkiest: 

"Is there a child?” she asked. 

"There's a boy— two years older 
than yours, and he's Cyrus Hooper's 
oldest child" came back the woman's 
voice again, defiantly, yet with a sob 
In It "I've got papers to prove It — 
and I've got Cy's letters— and every- 
thing. The wedding certificate that 
he tricked me with, and the letter's 
he's written me since — I’ve even got 
the letter he wrote me when he said he 
was going to marry you — that he'd 
newer been really married to me. And 
I tell you. I'm going to have my 
rights — I’m going to let the whole 
world know what sort of a man Cyrus 
Hooper la” Her voice got higher and 
higher— sobbing, hysterical, tortured. 

"Is that so!" came Geneva's voice, 
still quiet and soft There was the 
eound of a light scuffle, and then 
Geneva called out: 

"Jimmie — come here— quick!” 

’ I was In that door with one bound. 
Geneva was holding the weman. with 
her arms pinioned to her sides, by the 
simple trick of turning her coat back 
and down. 

■Tear off - one of this woman's veils 
and tls it across her mouth, so she 
can’t make a noise.” said Geneva, and 
I did. - 

"Give me your handkerchief." com- 
manded Geneva, and with that she 
tied the woman's hands behind her 
back. 

"Sit down, " she said, forcing her 
prisoner Into a chair. Then site coolly 
unbuckled a leather belt the stranger 
was wearing and used that to buckle 
the woman's feet to the chair. 

This done, Geneva walked deliber- 
ately over to the little coal grate and 
laid the poker In among the hot coals. 

"Wha-what are you going to dor* I 
stammered. 

“Put her through the third degree." 
said Geneva, quite amiably. "Go get 
a notebook and pencil, Jimmie. You 
must take down every word.” 

The woman - was writhing around 
and trying to get her hands free; 
her eyes were-rolllng at us- wickedly. 

"Better sit still, said Geneva. "You 
caA't get that knot untied.” 




and had always loved excitement, no 
matter what It was. Later she lived l 
In the city, and there, somehow, she 
got to know Ryerson. He'd em- 
ployed her to do Just the same thing 
before, but I don't believe Ryerson 
would have been Incautious enough 
to use her on Hooper If tt hadn't 
been for the fortuitous circumstance 
of their early acquaintance. There 
you see, he thought he had him. 

She had forged letters In her pos- 
session — a perfect sheaf of them — 
and by advancing her boy's age a 
year or so he might have been Hoop- 
er's child. Oh. yes. she had a child. 
She was prepared to give these forg- 
ed letters to the Washington news- 
papers and to go to Bny length, she 
said, to prove her claim. 

"I suppose.” Geneva said, after she'd 
extracted all these facts Just told you 
from the Fletcher person, "that, when 
fou've done this sort of thing before, 
the wife whose husband you'd come 
to Injure went to pieces and cried and 
made a scene, didn't she?" 

“They crtalnly did.” said Tillie. 
“One of 'em told me she'd always sus- 
pected her husband anyway and It 
was no surprise to her." 

"It's women like her," said Geneva, 
“that make your business easy." 

“Say." asked Tlllle. "what' re you 
going to do with me?” 

"I don't know, yet," said Geneva. 
"First of all, you’ve got to sign this 
confession.” 

"Don't make me do that," she broke 
out. "Ryerson'll kill ’ me— he’ll kill 


knew that he'd run up against a new 4 0 < L If ^ j| ZtorftJ 

proposition. At last he dropped his , _*/ 

hand heavily to the table : . 

"Well, what do you want?" he asked. 

"First, those forged letters." com- “THIS LAST HOLE IS A WATER HOLE. THE TEE LAYS IN SPITSBERGEN 
manded Geneva. AND IS CALLED A ICE TEE." 

"I haven't got them." , 

"It's a lie. They are locked up in everybody alike so will devote my clpar out of the circle on the right 
the table drawer." article today to a brief outline of the ! vvltlcli is out bounds. A hook goes 

He sucked in his breath and stared advantages of the Arctic Circle Golf , geC hunk into Barents sen. A straight 
at her. meditating. I club and membership in same In the • dr [ ve lands in Lapland but your 

"I'll give you one minute." said ' hopes that enough readers will Join • lrou bles Is only Just started. 

Geneva, "otherwise I go back to show same so as to put the club on a pay- ! -pho 2d. shot is an Eskimo's dog's 
Tillie Fletcher and her confession to j Ing basis. Meg to tho left. The distance is only 

the newspaper men." Well friends will state at the outset 1 degrees but a high loft or a top 

She put her hand back on the knob that t*>o Arctic club has got the most j ball l8 nbcl to land you either in tho 
of the door, aa If she were going The, ideal location of any golf club in the S(>;1 aR!1 |„ or on Franz Josef Island 
old man slowly brought out a key. un- ' northern dist. as It Is right close to wMch ls a terrible place to shoot out 
locked the table drawer and produced Greenland where the most of the j of as the polar bears Infests this 
a big stuffed envelope, tied and sealed. : sreens is turned out ! island and golf balls Is their meat. 

"Put it down on .he table and stand . Tb8 8 ! * * * * 

back from It." said Geneva. He did so *”j tlC c reI * ” h ''‘ ' npHE player must catch up with the 


"P... 1, down ^ on The inhle and stand ThC COUr8C ,S ln limit8 ° f th * 
Put .t down on tho tabic and stand Arcl|c clrclA wh , ch eItrnds ;s and a 

back from It said Geneva. He did so „ „ direction from the 

and she went swiftly forward, picked „ and thcrcfor «. ha6 a yard - 

it up and retreated again to her place : aRA a trimc over 8 min , onB Equa re 

beside the door. i a„n-i inniiv ever shoot 


T HE player must catch up with the 
ball and Wt it again before the 


bearn has grabbed it off otherwise 
another ball must be dropped in Lap- 
land and shot from there with a pen- 


Desiae uie aoor. I m ii a . v»„ haerilv ,v,r shoot anoinrr «*n ••• ■ — 

"Now." said Geneva, "if you want to out of bounds land and 8hot from ,her " wllh a pen ‘ 

save your worthless hide, you sit down The wealhcr , s practally the same al ' y of 3 m0I1 V\" and 11 "hlTh'the of 

there and write a letter to my husband. all , he vr . around and for people hat Tbe bi * Problem vs. which the . . 

Tell him that you have found yourself intends to live at the club will state dclal * of ‘ bc ,, * 

ln the wrong about the Ulfland Hills ; that while the sun sometimes beats had t0 ? Khl V ' " - rrnok _,. 

district: that you had no idea that your i down for as much as 6 months at a tendency on t e p , ' 

claim would distress so many good time, why they's hardly ever a night cou|d not RO „ 0 . 


there and write a letter to my husband. aI1 the yr _ around and for people hat 
Tell him that you have found yourself intends to live at the club will state 


citizens of their holdings, which, though 


* * * • 


G ENEVA turned on her fiercely. 
With her red hair and her blazing 


* * * * 


I HAD come back with notebook and 
- pencil by this time, and my bands 


wars shaking dreadfully. “Give ms 
tha notebook." commanded Geneva. 
"Ton get that poker out of the coala" 
And with that she turned and faced 
the- tied -up. gagged, woman. 

"Now." she Sid, “if answer my 
questions - truthfully I'll untie your 
mouth and let you talk. If you yell. 
! Jimmie here will' burn you with this 
! red-hot poker TChat do you say? 
I Will you talk sensibly, if I untie your 
4 mouth? Nod L your "head If you mean 


The woman "sat stolid. "Batter 
bura.hsr flrst on -the- arm. -Jimmie," 


eyes, she might have been a Valkyr, 
bent on vengeance. 'Til kill you. If 
you don’t," she said. “I don't care 

what I do to you. you — you ■” She 

stopped and caught her breath. "I'm 
going to untie your hands." she went 
on more calmly, “and let you sign 
this, and then I'm going to tie you 
up again and make up my mind what 
to do with you. And don't try to get 
away, or I'll put your eyes out. Here, 
Jimmy, give me that poker, and you 
hold the paper while she signs." 

Hard as she was. Tlllle Fletcher 
shrank before Geneva's anger. She 
signed the paper, meekly, and sub- 
mitted to being retied. 

"Now.” said Geneva, turning to me. 
"copy that confession as quickly as 
you can. Jimmie — and make a lot of 
carbons. And, If you don't mind,” she 
said, turning to Tlllle. "I'll borrow 
your hat and coat and the veils we 
didn't use to gag you with. FU have 
to untie you again to get your coat, 
but I warn you not to try any funny 
buslnesa Pm a very strong woman — 
I could -break your arm with a twist. 
It's a Japanese trick. So be careful." 

As she talked she had been taking 
the coat off Tlllle. She slipped Into It 
and- regarded herself critically ln the 
mirror. “Not bad,” she murmured. 
She took THIIe’s hat and put that on. 
too. and tied on the veila When 
Geneva was ready she might have 
passed anywhere for her unwilling 
guest. 

"Jimmie.” she said to me, sternly. 
‘I rely ob you to Rusrd this woman. 


not theirs according to the full letter of j 
the law. yet should rightfully belong to 
them. Say that later investigations have 
proved to you that you are in the 
wrong. Tell him that you authorize him 
to withdraw your ejaim before the House 
committee, and that you have written 
to Senator Titcomb to do the same be- 
fore the Senate committee.' Tell him 
that you honor and respect him for the 
brave stand he has taken and that you 
feel that every man In the state owes 
him a debt of gratitude for the way he 
has represented the interests ef those 
poor settlers, who had no protection be- 
fore the law. Put It on thick, d'you hear 
me? It's your only chance. And don't 
waste any time about it." 

In the end. Ryerson wrote what she 
wanted. Then she demanded that 
another letter confirming this one be 
written to Senator Titcomb. She took 
both the letters when ho had finished 
them. 

"I'll give these to the newspaper 
men Instead of Tillie's confession." 
she said to the old man. who sat ln 
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wheres only directly towards the pole. 
There is a stringent rule vs. the use 
— . . of these balls as also vs, the use of 

V ”¥ tj'K'N black balls which is a whole lot 

> /, // , — ' easier to see on the white Ice and 

, snow background. It may be said In 

— Jl | 1 regards to the latter nuisance that a 

- S V 1 Sjf f J great many crooked players has been 

' ‘V |i n |V ”5- black balled out of the club. 

' Irf Ip ‘ / ’ The president of the club has been 

* * J ^ tllf 1/1 i found fault with time and time again 

^ { ( ’l*' MIL for his strlckness In enforcing the 

-* ) k \ f rf\ ' rules but his answer is that without 

,1 M ■ ■ absolute honesty the great Seandlna- 

— J < | I J -^ 2 . ' vlan game has not got no future. 

'i-' ( 1 M f 1 ■" In Iact 11 waB only after lhe m0,t 

'*'' I fulfil I ---> terrible of argments and Scandlna- 

K 'J ( v, vlan eskimo dog fights that he at 

-'•if I Jl W I ' v * last Permitted the use of compasses 

,lilt| /Vlf’fA J" ! In place of direction flogs to point 

•I if 1 !l L : the direction of this 18 th. bole. 

• ‘it , 2 ! Letters of application for member- 

t * fl., ‘ ship In this club must be wrote ln 

• ' |‘ f pure alcoholic Ink which will not 

TvaotJ* freeze before It reaches Its dcstlna- 
t | on and u would be far better for the 
"ALSO FORGET THE USUAL GOLF applicant to change his name from 
ADAGE TO GO BACK SLOW. BE- Jack or Alex or Tony or Simitar 
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she said to the old man. who sat ln " . RF xo be Scotch sobriquets to names that has 

speechless, glowering rage. "As for . SLOW UP- ' became Identified with golf ln those 

you — listen to me. You lift one finger * fRO _ . regions like Admiral and Eric or Doc. 


against Cyrus Hooper — you dare to 

deny one word of these letters — you when a blanket ls uncomfortable. 


regions like Admiral and Eric or Do< 
RING W LARDNER. 
Great Neck. Long Island, Nov. 3. 


put Just one small obstacle in the way Day light savings Is the rule the « — 

of Cyrus Hooper's future — and I’ll go whole yr. around and they have got \ 1 /L , i 

on the stump myself through the it down to such a fine pt. that there j W nRl AlUIIS Arc. 

whole state and tell this story and is never a day that don't. last at lease j )iaJ been shown by the lnvestlga- 
show my proofs. You can play poll- - months. tions conducted by scientific ex- 

tlcs with the men. and get away with Winter rules ls always in effect and dltiolls t0 t ) ie pacific Islands that 
all sorts of things; but when you a Person is always allowed to lift the there (s a slow c i eV ation going on 

play politics with women you're ball and remove a barnac e “ there, which, by lifting the reefs 

up against high explosive. Tillie flo * °" *5. gradually above tho waves, preserves 

Fletcher's story will be kept ready to f qu ‘ P ^* 1 t lacket over same. thcm froro eroalon at the top and * n " 

sprlng on you until you're dead. I to wear a »»" a ‘" * ac * et over ““*• ableB vegetation and certain animal 

shall see to that I'll give it to every . forms of a terrestrial character to 

big newspaper In this country wlthT®®® 18 pract ^ ly *• •*'* *"? exist there. 

directions to print It If you don't keep which differs from the rules in This la In opposition to the old Idea 


up against high explosive. Tillie 
Fletcher's story will be kept ready to 
spring on you until you're dead. I 
shall see to that I'll give it to every 
big newspaper ln this country with 
directions to print it if you don't keep 


opposition to the old Idea 


to your agreement here. Remember effect down here, but the new | lhtl the atolls were formed by th« 

.*.«*- ber may be also warned to corry In subsidence of small islands 


at" Der may 08 a,ao k : gradual subsidence of small Islands 

* * * * addition to the regular c *“ b8 a 188 j and that the coral insects built up 

HE put one hand behind her. twist- L et W1 . ho BO if adage to K0 ' encircling reefs as the lalanda sank. 


the end of the nour. ana ma»ue a left in a uncomfortable pose tor may- v— - 

wasn't glad to see her come in. Tillie be S months. 80me l9,and8 rl8,nK rapldl> “ n<l ° ,herS 

Fletcher had used every word In Sea i s act as caddies on this course ?“? slowly. 

language to persuade me to If t her and charges 1 million kroner per mo. Both the flora and the fauna of 
go— ranging from cajolery to threats b ut Instead of money they prefer to these Islands are confined to a very 
and profanity. She made my blood be paid with gum drops or sealing tew species, although, seen from a 
ran cold, some of the things she said. wax. In becent yrs. the humane so- distance, tome of them appear vary 

Naturally, Geneva didn't lose any ciety baa insisted on»the caddies wear- rich In vegetation. 
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